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Sc£na Tertia. 


Enter. Malcolmt and Macduffe. 

I Mai. Let ys fecke out fome defolate fliade, & there 
I Weepe our fad boiomes empty. 
I tJWacd. Let vs rather 

I Hold fatf the mortall Sword : and like good men, 
Beftride our downfall Birthdome : each new Morne. 

I New Widdowes ho wle, new Orphans cry,new foroWcs 

j Strike heauen on the face, that it rcfounds 

I As if it felt with Scotland, and yell'd out 

I Like Syllabic of Dolour. 

I Mai. What I beleeue, Uewaile,' 

I What know, beleeue ; and what I can redrcflc, 

I As I (hall finde the time to friend : I wil. 

j What you haue fpoke, it may be fo perchance, 

I This Tyrant, whofe fole name bliftcrs our tongues, 

j Was once thought honcft : you hauclou'd him well, 

I Hchathnottouch'dyouyet. Iamyong,but fomcthing 

j You may difcerne of him through me, and wifedomc 

j To offer vp a wcake, poore innocent Lambc 

J Tappcafe an angry God. 

I Macd. Iam not treacherous. 

J Male. But Macbeth is. 

J A good and vertuous Nature raay rcccyle 
In an Imperiall charge. But I fhall craue your pardon : 
That which you are, my thoughts cannot tranfpofe ; 
Angels are bright ftill, though the brighteft fell. 

j Though all things foule, would wear the brows of grace 
Yet Grace muft ftill looke fo. 

j Macd. I haue loft my Hopes. 

J Male. Perchance cuen there 

j Where I did finde my doubts. 
Why in that rawneffe left you Wife,and Childe ? 

j Thofe precious Motiues, thofe ftrong knots of Loue, 

I Without lcauc-taking. Ipravyou, 
Let not my Icaloufies, be your Difhonors, 

But mine owne Saferies :you may be rightly iuft, 
J What euer I fhall thinke. 

Macd. Bleed, bleed poorc Country, 

Great Tyrrany,Iay thou thy bafis fure, 

For goodneflc dare not check thee : wear ^ thy wrongs, 

The Title, is afifear'd. Far thee well Lord, 

I would not be the Villainc that thou think'ft, 
LFor the wholeSpace that's in the TyrantsGrafpe, 

And the rich Baft to boot, 
j 7ttd f Benot offended : 
I I fpeakenota$;nabfolu*cfeareofyou : 
J I thinke our Country m>kes beneath the yoakc, 

It vveepes, it blceds>andeach new day a gafti 

Is added to her wounds. I thinke withall, 

There would be hands vplifted in my right: 
[And hecre from gracious England haue I offer 

Of goocily thoufands 1 . But for all this, 

When J fhail ereade vpon the Tyrants head, 

Or yvr are it on my Sword ; yet my poore Country]! . 

Shall haue more vices then it had before, 
J^iore fui?er,and more Sundry wayes then eucr,| 
| %y him that fhall fuceeede.< 

Macd. What fhould he be ? | 
Md% It is my felfe I roeane : in whom I know 
All the particulars of Vice fo grafted, 


That when they ftiali be opetfdTi^^^ 
WilUecmeaspureasSno^ 
Eftceme him as a Lambc, being compared C 
With my confineleffe harmes. 

M*cd. Not in the Legions 
Of horrid Hell, can come a Diucll more dam*u 

'MaU I grant him Bloody, 
Luxurious, Auaricious, Falfe, Dcceitfull 
Sodainc, Malicious, fmacking of euery finne 
That ha s a name. But there's no bottomc non 
In my Voluptuoufncffc :Your Wiues,yourDr u 
Your Matrons, and your Maidcs, could not fill rs 
The Ccfterne of my Luft,and my Defire Vp 
All continent Impediments would orc-bcare 
That did oppofe my will. Better Macbeth 
Then fuch an one to reigne, 1 

Tttacd. Boundleffc intemperance 
In Nature is a Tyranny : It hath beene 
Th'vntimely eroprying of the happy Throne, 
And fall of many Kings. But feare not yet 
To take vpon you what is yours : you may 
Conueyyour pleafure* in a fpacious plenty, 
And yet feeme cold. The time you may fo'hoodwmb 

WehauewillingDamesenoughrtherecannotbc 
That Vulture in you, to deuoure fo many 

As will to Greatneflc dedicate rhemfducs, 

Finding it foinclinde. 

Mai. With this, there growes 

In my mo ft ill-compo* d Affe<aion,fuch 

A ftanchleffe Auance, that were I King, 

I fliould cut off the Nobles for their Lands, 

Defire his Iewels, and this others Houfe, 

And my more-hauing, would be as a Sawce 

To make me hunger more, that I (hould forge 

Quarrels vniutt againft the Good and Loyal], 

Deftroy mg themVor wealth. 

Macd. ThisAuarice 

ftickes deeper : growes with more pernicious roote 

Then Summer-feeming Luft ; and it hath bin 

The Sword of our flaine Kings : yet do not feare, 

Scotland hath Foy fons, to fill vp your will 

Of your meere Owne. All thefe arc portable, 

With other Graces weigh'd. 

Mai. But I haue none. The King-becoming Graces, 

As Iuftice, Verity, Tcmp'rance, Stablenefle, 

Bounty, Perfeuerance, Mercy, Lowlinefle, 

Deuotion, Patience, Courage, Fortitude, 

I haue no rcllifh of them, but abound 

In the diuifion of each feuerall Crime, 

Adlingitmany wayes. Nay ? hadlpowre,lftould 

Pourc the fweet Milke of Concord,into Hell, 

Vprore the vniuerfall peace, confound 

All vnity on earth. 

Macd. O Scotland, Scotland. 

Mai. If fuch a one befit to gouerne, fpeake: 

I am as I haue fpoken. 

Mac, Fit to gouern?No not to liue. O Natio roiferable! 

With an vntitled Tyrant, bloody Sceptred, 

When fiult thou fee thy wholfome dayes againc? 

Since that the truefl Iffue of thy Throne 

By his owne Interdiction ftands accuft, 

And do's blafphcme his breed ? Thy Royall Father 

Was a moftSaintcd-King : the Queene that bore thee, 

Oftner vpon her knees, then on her feet, 

Dy'dccucryday flieliuU Fare thee well t 
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ThciTEuils thou rcpeat'ft vpon thy felfe, 
j£ t h banilVd me from Scotland. O my Brcft, 
Thv hope ends heere. 

(Jt£al. Macdttjfy this Noble paflton j 
rhilde of integrity, hath from my loule 
MpM theblackeScruples, reconrifd my thoughts 
To thy o ood Truth > and Honor * DiucMfo CMac&eth, 
g VI H3iiy of thefe traincs, hath fought to win me 
mo his power : and modeft Wifedomc pluckes me 
From ouer-credulous haft : but God aboue 
pcalcbetweene thee and me; Fcreuennow 
t put my felfe to thy Dircaion, and 
y n fpeake mine owne detraflion. Heere abiure 
fhctaincs.and blames I Iaidevpon my ielte, 
p or flrangers to my Nature. I am yet 
y 0 knowne to Woman, neuer was forfworne, 
Scarfely haue coueted what was mine owne; 
Acn o time broke my Faith, would not b«tra y 
f he Deuill to his Fellow, and delight 
fsjoleffe in truth then life. My fivft falfe fpeaking 
\Vas this vpon ray felfe. What I am truly 
1$ thine, and my poore Countries to command : 
Whither indeed, before they heeteappvoa:h 
Old Seyward with ten thoufand warlike men 
Already at a point, was fee ting foorth : 
Mow wee 1 together, and the chance of goodnefle 
Be like our warranted Quarrell. Why are you filent ? 

Macd. Such welcome, and vnwelcom things at once 
fis hard to reconcile. 

Enter a Doctor. 

Md> Well, more anon. Comes the King forth 
I pray yon ? 

Dott. I Sir ; there are a crew of wietched Soule* 
That ftey his Cure : their malady conuinces 
The great afiay of Art. But at his touch, 
Such ianftity hath Heauen giuen his hand, 
They prefently amend. Exit. 

Aial. I thankeyouDo&or. 

Macd. What's the Difeafe he mcanes ? 

Mat. Tis call'dtheEuill. 
Amoft myracuk)us worke in this good King, 
Which often fince my heere remaine in England, 
I haue feenc him do : How he folicites heauen 
Himfelfe beft knowes: but ftrangely vifited people 
All fwolneand Viccrous, pittifull to the eye, ^ 
Themeere difpaire of Surgery, he cures, 
Hanging a golden ftampe about their neckes, 
Pat on with holy Prayers, and 'tis fpoken 
To the fucceeding Royalty he leaues 
The healing Bencdi£Uon. With this ftrangc vertue, 
Hehith aheaucnly guifr of Propheiie, 
And fundry Bleffings hang about his Throne, 
That fpeake him full of Grace. 

Enter Roffe. 

Macd. See who comes heere. 

Male. My Countryman : but yet I knowhim nor. 

Macd. My euer gentle Cozen,wclcome hither. 

Male. I know him now* Good God betimes remoue 
The meanes that makes vs Strangers. •> 

Roffe. Sir, Amen. 

Macd. Stands Scotland where it did ? 

faffe. Alas poore Countrey, 
Almoft affraid to know it felfe. It cannot 
Be call'd our Mother, but our Graue ; where nothing 
But who knowes nothing, is once feenc to fmile: 
Where fighcs,and groanes,and (bricks that rent the ayre 


Arc made, notmark'd : Where violent forrow fcemcs 

A Moderne extafie : The Deadman^ knell, 

Is there fcarfe ask'd for who, and good mens Hues 

Expire before the Flowers in their Caps, 

Dying, or ere they ficken. 

Macd. Oh Relation; too nicc,and yet too true. 

Male. What's the neweftgriefe? 

Ityjfe. That of an hourcs age,doth hiffe the fpcaker, 
Each minute teenies anew one. 

Macd. How do's my Wife? 

Roffe. Why well. 

LMacd. And all my Children ? 

Roffe. Well too. 

Macd. The Tyrant ha T s not batter d at their peace ? 

/ */7*.No,they were wel at peacc,when I did leaue 'cm 

Macd, Be not a niggard of your fpcech : HovV gbs*t ? 

Roffe. When I came hither to tranfport the Ty dings 
Which I haue heauily borne, there ran a Rumour 
Of many worthy Feilowes, that were our, 
Which was to my belcefc witneft the rather, 
For that I law the Tyrants Power a-foot. 
Now is the time of helpe : your eye in Scotland 
Would create Soldiour*, make our women fight, 
To doffe their dire diftreflVs. 

Male. Bee't their comfort 
We are cemming thither : Gracious England hath 
Lent vs good Seyward, and ten thoufand men, 
An older, and abetter Souldier, none 
That Chrittendome giucs out. 

Roffe. Would 1 could anfwer 
This comfort with the like. But I haue words 
That would behowl'd out in the defert ayre, 
Where hearing fhould not latch them. 

Uftacd. What concerne they, 
The generall caufe,or is it a Fce-griefc 
Due to fome fingle breft ? 

Rtffe. No mande that's honcft 
But in it fharcs lomc woe, though the mainc pare 
Pertaines to y^>u alone. 

Macd, : Jftt be mine 
Keepe it not from me, quickly let me haue it. 

Roffe. Let not your earcs difpife my tongue for euer, 
Which fhall pofleffc them with the heauieft found 
That euer yet they heard. 

Macd. Humh : I gucfle at it. 

Roffe, Your Caftle is furpriz'd : your Wifc,and Babes 
Sauagely flaughter'd : To relate the manner 
Were on the Quarry of thefe murtherd Deere 
To addc the death ofyou. 

Male. Mercifull Heauen: 
What man, ne're pull your hat vpon your browes : 
Giue forrow words ; the griefe that do's not fpeake, 
WHifpers the oVe-fraught heart, and bids it brcakc. 

Macd. My Children too? 

Ro. Wife^ChildrcnjSeruants^ll that could be found. 

Macd. And I muft be from thence?My wife kil'd too? 

Roffe. Ihauefaid. 

Male Be comforted. 
Let's make vs Med'cines of our great Reuenge, 
To cure this deadly greefe. 

UHacd. He ha's no Children. Ail my pretty onc$ ? 
Did you fay All ? Oh Hell-Kite J All ? 
What, All my pretty Chickens, and th^ir Damme 
At one fell fwoope ? 

Male* Difputeitlikeaimani 

Macd c I (ball do fo; 
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